newspapers you represent, I cannot talk to you all at once.
I am willing to tell you everything I can. To begin with,
the reason there were so few of us on the Clipper was that
when we left Lisbon there was a howling gale blowing,
and we rather expected to be sent back."
Mr. Horniblow of the Daily Mail, already a friend,
thrust his arm through mine. He whispered in my ear.
I answered a little vaguely but still with a certain amount
of decision. What he was saying sounded good. A tem-
porary secretary should be in my salon at seven o'clock.
I thought I could finish a short description of our journey
from the Alpes Maritimes during the evening. The first
manuscript should certainly be his. He shook hands and
hurried off, leaving behind an invitation to lunch with
him at the Savoy and meet the Editor-in-chief in two or
three days' time.
Then.the storm of questions recommenced, but I was
beginning to feel alive again and I made my own sug-
gestions. I found a comfortable easy-chair in the lounge,
ordered the waiter to place other chairs in a semicircle,
ordered drinks for everybody, a large whisky and soda
for myself, and announced that I was ready to tell any-
thing about my journey that seemed worth while, so long
as I could keep awake.
To me there has always seemed to be a certain vague-
ness about my recollections of the next half an hour or so.
Some of those pleasant, eager faces I still remember ; some
of diem, have passed beyond even the pool of memory.
I know that I drank with infinite pleasure a real English
whisky and Schweppes soda and for the most part I found
my little audience content to listen to what I had to tell
them, with only an occasional pertinent question. They
were all very good fellows (including the young lady),
but, on the whole, I was glad that the last convenient train
for Town left in three-quarters of an hour, so that my
inquisition was a comparatively brief one. After a cordial
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